Later, canned music took over:
Singles played on a tiny record player.
I stepped out into the night, To be alone in the dark, to think. Thanksgiving Day for many American Indians is a day of bitter mourning. In Robert Zimmerman's "Our Own Dogs" he effectively blends concise images, accurate characterization, and situational irony into a structurally symmetrical poem whose central idea is a moving variation on this same theme. While far removed geographi cally from Plymouth Rock, the Athabascans in the poem nonetheless voice a similar bitter resignation not only to the mistake made in selling their dogs to "that Vet," but also to the guitar, canned music, European poets and an anthropology professor all of which represent the domineering presence of a literate, technological culture with which they must contend.
